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to report, quite content in Islam. It may be a satis-
faction to white woman-kind to know that I, perhaps
the first white male pilgrim who went undisguised to
Mecca, was preceded by one of their own sex.

Ever since my first rakahts beside the Kaaba I had
been anxious to see the inside of the little Temple into
which the Holy Stone is walled. So I felt highly pleased
when I mentioned this wish to Mahomed Salie and he
answered that as my Islamic credentials had been
approved by the Shereef himself there ought to be no
objection against my entering the strange building. He
brought me to one of the learned imams who preached
from the marble pulpits in the cloisters, and this grave
gentleman promised he would arrange for my visit on
the following morning. I met him at his house which
stood beside some extremely curious ruins.

From the causeway projected strange monsters of
stone, and my companion took particular care to wipe
his sandals against all of them. The carvings lay in
a street leading up to one of the gates of the Haram.
I looked at the figures carefully in order to discover
what they represented. As far as the batterings of
thirteen centuries enabled me to judge, the images
were those of fantastic animals and misshapen human
creatures.

Mahomet, when he founded Islam, cleansed the
Kaaba yard of many heathen idols which his followers
overthrew and ground into the dust. These sam&
monsters one still sees here and every pilgrim makes %&
especial point of treading on them in order tc^sliow fefe
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